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stunned by the guns which were fired in honor of the toasts. The Pope's health was the first toast, and the Nuncio did full honor to it by drinking off three glasses of madeira, probably to fortify his nerves. Then he drank port for the Emperor's health, Carcavello for the King of Spain's, Oyeras for the Prince of Brazil's, and so on, until from health to health he came to mine. This was the coup de grace; the Nuncio's head began to betray symptoms not strictly apostolical. The frigate, though at anchor, nevertheless had that slight rocking which is always perceptible in a vessel when lying in rough water like the Tagus.
To behold Monsignore Galeppi, that pink of finesse, that leader of the Machiavelian science of the Vatican, in the situation above alluded to, was a sight never to be forgotten. In plain terms, Monsignore Galeppi was completely TIPSY; he laughed, looked round with his little eyes, and betrayed confidences which greatly scandalized his official attach^ the Auditore. The latter behaved with all due propriety, but as to the Nuncio, his tongue ran on beyond all bounds.
<( These dogs of English must all be annihilated,}> he exclaimed, filling up a bumper of wine; <(they are a set of infidels. Vive his Imperial and Royal Majesty, Napoleon, Emperor of France, and King of Italy!}> He handed a glass of madeira to me that I might drink the toast; I excused myself, being a rigid water drinker, but he nevertheless extended his violet taffeta sleeve, exclaiming : <( Vipe sa Maj'est/ I 'Empereur Napoleon! }> Then, with his husky voice, he attempted to sing.
He was a most original character; but, nevertheless, a very intelligent man, and free from priestly superstition when he could act according to the dictates of his own understanding.
A curious circumstance occurred while I was in Lisbon, which, thanks to Junot and Galeppi, was attended by no serious consequence. An old woman named Juana, who associated with her more regular calling of orange and pilchard selling that of a fortune teller, was applied to by a drunken German soldier, Fritz Klumpt, for the exercise of her divining skill. He had mortally wounded a rival in a fit of jealousy, and, apprehensive of the consequences, was anxious to consult his fate, thinking that